CALL  NO   MAN   HAPPY

a new house, more comfortable but without beauty, had been built
by Simone's grandfather, a stockbroker in Paris, during the period
of prosperity and bad taste. The tapestries, the overstuffed furniture,
the thick curtains, the innumerable portraits and knick-knacks gave
Essendieras an air of Louis-Philippe. To find there the same bronzes
as at Elbeuf amused me. The employees of the Pouquet office had
given Simone's grandfather, just as the workmen had given my
father, a bronze representing Work by Barbedienne, with this in-
scription: 'On the battlefields of labour victory is fruitful. ..' But
the photographs which covered the tables at Essendieras, just as in
Elbeuf, were more interesting here. You saw Anatole France, now
leaning against the shaft of an antique column, now in contempla-
tion of the pyramids. An adolescent Proust with velvety eyes; a
Victorien Sardou wearing a beret; innumerable pictures of Robert
de Flers and Gaston de Caillavet with arms linked in friendship; and
actresses: the exuberant Jeanne Granier; the beautiful and tragic
Lantelme; the humorous and subtle Marie Leconte with her tip-
tilted nose; and above all Eve Lavalliere, an acidulous Miquette,
who was to become a saint.

The view across the valley of the Isle was beautiful, embracing a
region of tenant farms with lovely names: Brouillac, la Guichardie,
la Cerise. Two long converging alleys, one of oaks, the other of
chestnut trees, led from the road up to the chateau. A rushing
stream, the Loue (or Louve), ran along the foot of the hills and
nibbled at the banks of the Essendieras fields.

In addition to Madame de Caillavet and Madame Pouquet, 1
found there the latter's husband, a mining engineer whose alert and
precise intelligence I quickly learned to value; Simone's grand-
mother, a fine old lady, but a little confused; and Miss Varley, a
super-English Englishwoman and passionate Victorian. To be
honest, during these ten days, I saw hardly anyone but Simone de
Caillavet, for she had undertaken to show me Perigord and we were
on the go from morning till night. At Essiendieras I felt in love
simultaneously with the landscapes of Perigord and with the woman
who showed them to me. She passionately loved her province and